
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          The Queen of Wands

        

        
        
          Knight of Fire, Volume 3

        

        
        
          Ash Gray

        

        
          Published by Ash Gray, 2023.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE QUEEN OF WANDS

    

    
      First edition. September 7, 2023.

      Copyright © 2023 Ash Gray.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8223936671

    

    
    
      Written by Ash Gray.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 1

[image: ]




Peyton lay on her back, blinking and attempting to will herself back to sleep. She could hear birds singing outside the window, horses neighing, crowds chattering, wagons bumping up the busy road. Another night in Odmor had passed, morning had come, and the city was coming to life with chatter and noise. Soon the market would open and merchants would shout their wares. Chickens would cluck and sheep would baa. Children would giggle and run, feet pattering, as their mothers called after them.

The sound of a city was always comforting to Peyton after growing up on the edge of the Dark Forest, away from civilization and its noise. Until she’d lived in a city, she hadn’t realized how lonely the forest was. Her father had liked the quiet, but then, he’d been a quiet, reserved man. Peyton was just the opposite. 

With their pursuers having fled, Peyton and the others had chosen to stay at the Blue Rose another night before heading back into the Dark Forest for the stone portal that would take them to Heyfeld. And though she loved Odmor and its hustle and bustle, Peyton had to admit she was growing wary of lingering in one place. Witch hunters typically traveled in pairs, but they had magickal devices to contact each other over great distances, and the ones that had fled them the night before had probably contacted a few friends. Or perhaps not. Being run off by a group of “inferior” fire knights would have been a shameful thing for the witch hunters to have reported to their superiors – doubly so if the story Robyn had told of their lover’s quarrel was remotely true.

Robyn lay in the bed beside Peyton even now. Peyton was lying in-between Willow and Robyn, and on the other side of Robyn, Aida slept peacefully on her side, her long dark hair in one eye, her arm thrown almost protectively over Robyn, whose milky white breast was poking from her slip after Aida’s groping. Robyn’s exposed breast sat plump atop Aida’s hugging arm, and Peyton could see the hard pink nipple. She narrowed her eyes on it and felt her clitoris pulsing with quite hunger.

Robyn was just so beautiful, lying there like a fairytale princess with her long blonde hair falling tousled in one eye. But she had been claimed by Aida now, and Peyton mourned the fact that she would never again touch those massive breasts.

Licking her lips, Peyton thought “To hell with it” and leaned over, sucking slowly on Robyn’s hard nipple. She heard Robyn moan in soft shock, and when she glanced up, the blonde sorceress was frowning in her sleep and her cheeks were slightly pink. Peyton sucked hungrily now, knowing that Robyn was becoming aroused, and Robyn blushed brighter. Her eyes suddenly fluttered open, and seeing Peyton sucking at her breast, she gasped and whacked Peyton on the forehead with the heel of her small hand.

Peyton laughed as she was smacked off, and she thought Robyn looked more pleased than angry. Just the same, the blonde sorceress glared at Peyton and hissed in a low voice, “Are you mad? Aida would be most displeased if she caught thee! Willow as well!”

Remembering Willow with a sting of guilt, Peyton flopped on her back again. Willow happily curled against her, smiling in her sleep as she nuzzled her red hair under Peyton’s chin, and with another sting of guilt, Peyton put her arm around Willow and kissed her bush of red hair.  

Peyton looked over when she heard Robyn’s soft gasp: without waking, Aida’s hand had smoothed under Robyn’s exposed breast, cupping and groping it. Aida was smiling in her sleep. Her smile widened, and she pulled Robyn tighter to her body, holding her trapped in her arm.

Peyton could tell by Robyn’s aura that she was enjoying Aida’s oblivious groping. The dark knight even kissed Robyn’s neck as she dreamt, then contently fell still again. 

It was amusing to watch Robyn squirming helplessly under Aida’s groping and kissing. Aida was big and quite strong – as all the women from Varu were – so Robyn could not have stopped her with strength alone. But Robyn didn’t want to stop her. She was enjoying being dominated. She was the feistiest, angriest woman Peyton had ever known, and yet she had been tamed by Aida like a flame caught beneath a wet gust. Something was wet, anyway. 

Aida had always been fiercely possessive of her lovers. Should Peyton attempt anything, she would lose the hand she had attempted it with. That was the way of it in Varu. In that realm, if you allowed someone else to get away with touching your woman, then you were weak and craven, and others would move in and attempt to take her.

Though Peyton loved Aida like a sister, she also knew that the dark knight was no one to cross. Aida was a fierce fighter and took her commitments to the people she loved quite seriously. Thus, it was that she had become a fugitive with Suvera so easily and later had run out into the forest after Robyn without hesitation. The people Aida loved could always count on her to defend them. Peyton was a year older, but immature as she was, she looked up to Aida a great deal.

Robyn didn’t understand it yet, but Aida was in love with her. Robyn thought it was lust that had brought Aida running to the forest, but as soon as Willow discovered Robyn had fled, Aida had become beside herself with worry and had wildly insisted on pursuing her immediately. Suvera and Kyri had both been annoyed that their wedding night had been interrupted, but they grudgingly agreed when Willow begged them most passionately, and then they were off, riding into the Dark Forest, chasing the stream of Robyn’s magick power that sorceresses always left in their wake.

Robyn was smitten when Aida came to save her. If Peyton had to guess, the moment Aida stood and swept Robyn into her arms was the moment that Robyn loved her. She had looked at the knight with stars in her eyes, and Aida, cradling small Robyn to her chest, had looked down at her with a hard look that would have frightened anyone who didn’t know her. Peyton, however, knew that Aida was not silently scolding Robyn. Oh, no. In that moment, Aida was silently vowing never to let Robyn out of her sight again. 

Now Robyn was safe in Aida’s arms, there in the bed with Peyton and Willow. The four of them had shared a bed the night before, for Suvera and Kyri had rented their own room for their wedding night, and it made little sense to rent a room for Aida and Robyn when coin was so tight as it was. Perhaps when Peyton had won a few card games, she would get Aida and Robyn their own room. That way she could finally have some real private time with Willow. She wanted the sweet redhead to sit on her strap and had thought of nothing else since the kitchen corner in Haburh.

“Is it morning already?” Willow moaned, green eyes fluttering open. She looked up and smiled at Peyton.

Peyton melted. She always melted when Willow smiled. Willow’s was a round face with plump cheeks and dimples that made her seem so gentle and innocent. She gazed up at Peyton with bright fondness, and Peyton, who was sitting up on her elbow, leaned down and kissed Willow on the forehead, wondering all the while what she had done to deserve such doting.

Willow giggled softly. “Thy art so sweet, my knight.”

“No,” Peyton admitted, thinking of all the times Robyn had – rightfully – smacked her now, “just with you, Will.”

Willow’s lashes fluttered again, happy to hear her nickname spoken with such soft affection. “And shall we truly marry?” she wondered, girlish and eager.

“If that is what my lady wishes,” said Peyton, amused. “The bond between a knight and a sorceress is a sort of marriage anyhow. Most don’t see it that way because they do not fancy women.” 
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